SOS            THE     DO&     FLOWS     ft O M E
" Did they send for you to go to Vieshenska ? "
11 No one sent for us, but who wants to meet his death
When fear looks in your eyes you'll ride fast enough."
" I asked you, ' why are you going to Vieshenska ? ' "
Prokhor demanded. " You could have crossed the Don at
Yelanska and stayed there in the steppe on the other
for weeks. No, you must go to Vieshenska ! But you don't
know why ' And what have you got all those for ? "
Prokhor irritably pointed his whip at the bundles on the
wagon.
" We've got our clothing, and horse-collars, flour and
such-like that we need on the farm. We couldn't leave them
behind. We'd have come back to find our hut bare. My
boy, when you've got your things together with tears and
sweat it isn't easy to leave them behind. If it had been
possible I'd have packed up my hut, too, so that the Reds
shouldn't get it, the cholera seize them 1 "
" But that great trough there, what are you dragging thai
with you for ? And those chairs ? The Reds wouldn't want
them ! "
" We couldn't leave them behind. They'd have broken
them up or burnt them. No, they won't get rich at my
expense. I cleaned the hut right out! " The old man waved
his whip at the wearily plodding horses, turned and pointed
with the stock at a bullock-wagon behind him, and added :
" You see that girl wrapped up there, driving the
bullocks ? She's my daughter. She's got a pig with a Jitter
of little ones in that wagon. The pig had them during the
night as she lay in the wagon. Can you hear the little ones
squealing ? No, the Reds won't get very fat at my expense,
the plague take them ! "
" Keep clear of me when you get to the ferry, grand-
dad ! " Prokhor remarked, " or you and your pigs, and all
your possessions will go overboard into the Don."
" What for ? " the old man asked in blank amazement.
" Because people are dying, and losing everything, and
you, you old devil, are dragging everything with you like a
spider/' the usually peaceable Prokhor shouted. " I don't
like dung-eaters like you." He touched up his horse and
trotted on. Behind him the thin piercing scream of a little
pig suddenly rose above the other sounds.
" What the devil is that ? "  the officer lying in the